SOME   HAUNTING   SADNESS
demolished. This letter was illustrated with three very
lively sketches, the first depicting John Lane and William
Rothenstein in Paris; the second, Beardsley himself as a
woman; the third, John Lane as a Frenchman.
The tone of these letters is what the Victorians used to
call a little 'fast'.    How far Beardsley Vent the pace* in
regard to the 'sex',  I do not know.     I think he was
tinged pretty deeply with the sort of morbid eroticism
which is usually associated with the disease that carried
him off.    I remember his coming into the Bodley Head
and telling us about a 'wanton' he had just seen in Regent
Street, expatiating on her visible, and speculating on her
invisible, charms in embarrassing detail.     I suspect that
his  dissoluteness  was  largely  mental.    Nor  must  the
letters I have just quoted be taken as characteristic of
the real Beardsley, or at any rate of the whole Beardsley.
There was a profoundly melancholy side to his nature.
He was as a taper flaming away within a globe of oxygen.
Consumptives,  they say,  are  usually  optimistic  about
themselves.    They are always thinking they are going to
recover.    This, in a way, was so with Beardsley, and
yet, deep down, I think he had the presentiment, perhaps
the certainty, that his life would be a short one.    Be-
neath his gay and careless exterior, there was something
'on which his melancholy sat on brood'.    He was like the
reveller in Ernest Dowson's Cynara, flinging roses with the
throng, dancing to  put some  haunting sadness out of
mind.
If Pater's portrayal of Watteau is a true one, how many
are the points of resemblance between him and Aubrey
Beardsley! For example: 'There is a sort of seemly
thought—h bel serieux—about him which makes me
think of those grave old Dutch statesmen in their youth,
such as that famous William the Silent.' How well, in
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